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Leave Your Body
At the Gate

@ By

ADELE

KLopr

No best selling novel or Hollywood super
epic could possibly carry the human interest
story that goes with life in the Trappist monastery. Enter here “. . . but leave your body
at the gate!”

This

LL YE WHO ENTER here, bring your
souls but leave your bodies at the gate.”
statement from St. Bernard, somewhat ambig-

uous

at least to the

= A

uninitiated,

is the

motto

of the

Trappist monastery at Gethsemani, Kentucky. When
the word “Trappist” is mentioned, people ordinarily
conjure up scenes of hairshirts, chains, sleeping on
bare boards, working daily on one’s coffin and grave,
perpetual silence amid mediaeval, sub-human conditions, and apparitions of what used to be strong men
c
deteriorated by living in low healthful and hygieni
standards.
Being a woman, I, of course, could not enter beyond

the huge stone gateway, when we passed by the
monastery several years ago. However, there is quite
the
a convenient crack in the wooden door beneath
en
ty-bitt
curiosi
statue of Our Lady, through which
able
was
I
e,
women can look. Through this apertur
a
to see the main building of the monastery, and
before
garden
solitary monk pacing to and fro in the

it.
When a friend of mine was persuaded to attend one
of the eight or ten annual retreats held at this Abbey

of Our

Lady

of Gethsemani,

I was

eager

for his

g
return, so that I could satisfy my curiosity by findin
“nothis
in
scenes
the
out what goes on behind
woman’s land.”

My friend, together with three other men from his
city, took the train from Louisville, and rode forty-

nine interminable miles through Kentucky landscapes
to Gethsemani Junction. There they were welcomed
by a neighbor lady of the monks who meets each of
the four daily trains to pick up the monastery visitors
and mail and deposits them at the Abbey gate. They
approached the main gate driving down a cool, treeshaded lane, forming a beautiful setting for the mon-

astery. After taking leave of their kind driver, one of
the men pulled a green cross which rang a bell summoning the lay brother to open the gate. After entering the monastery grounds proper, they were led by
the brown-clad religious to the secretary of the retreat,
a layman of the Louisville Council of the Knights of
Columbus, which has been fostering these retreats

since 1921.
After being welcomed and registered, my friend
and his companions were. shown their rooms in the
three-story quadrangle building. The guest rooms
were simply, but comfortably furnished in a style,
dating back, perhaps, to the 1870's, with the windows
giving splendid views of the 1660 acres of land owned
by the monastery. Sacred pictures and framed parchments, together with appropriate religious quotations,
were hung or painted on the walls.

The theme of the retreat was the same as the
philosophy practised by the Order of Cistercians of the
Strict Observance, which is, incidentally, the correct

name of the Trappist Order. In his conferences, the

retreat master always stressed the positive as opposed
Page three

to the negative factors; that is, the positive virtues

inches

On the last day of the retreat, the men were
shown over the entire monastery and the adjoining
grounds, with the exception of the Novitiate which
is closed to all visitors. The life and routine of the

This community of approximately 150 men_indulges in absolutely no inconsequential or frivolous
conversation. To cover ordinary situations they use
a limited sign language, but when it is impossible to
use gestures for some necessary communication, speech
is allowed in the presence of a superior. Naturally,
speaking is permitted in the confessional, in preaching

were explained and encouraged, with never a reference
to sin, fire and brimstone, or the weeping and gnashing of teeth.

monastery were also explained, thus clearing up many

of the popular misconceptions

of Trappist life.

‘The men dressed in white habits and wearing the

tonsure are the priests or monks, who have the privilege of entering the Choir of the beautiful old church.
While working in the fields, the monks wear a black
garment covering a large part of the white habit. Lay
brothers are the non-ordained who dress in a habit

similar to that of the monks except that it is neutral
brown instead of white. In the fields, they wear a

protective garment of dark brown and old straw hats
to keep their clean-shaven heads safe from the rays
of the sun.

Perhaps the first thing really noticed by visitors is

the simple, but not austere, style of both the exterior

and interior of the buildings, together with their extreme cleanliness and perfect state of repair. This is
the result of the daily manual labor performed by

each

member

of the

community:

Abbot,

monk,

and

lay brother. Working with modern tractors and cultivating equipment, as well as the hoe, they till the
soil, which has been greatly enriched by an irrigation dam built several years ago by the community.
They possess a large herd of graded Holstein milk

cows and prize Poland
huge barns immaculate

China hogs, all sheltered in

as the men’s

quarters.

The Trappists abstain completely from flesh meat,
fish, and eggs, except, of course, in case of ill health.
They are vegetarians, who round out their diet with
dairy products, coffee made from barley and rye, and
a dark heavy bread. Butter, sugar, and other seasonings are also used. The many cases of extreme longevity, and the general good health of the community
attest to the worth of their restricted diet.
All monks

and brothers sleep in one huge

dormi-

tory, divided into private cubicles. The beds consist

of planks

Page four

covered

by quilted

straw

mattresses,

four

thick, and,

of course,

the

necessary

blankets.

and in public reading, such as is carried on at meals,

During the Trappist’s day, which begins at 2:00 a.

m. with the Office of the Blessed Virgin Mary and

ends at 7:00 p. m. with the Angelus, he follows a
fixed routine of public and private prayer, work, and
spiritual reading.
The ‘Trappist cemetery effectually refutes the common misconception that these men dig a little each

day in their own graves. In this quiet corner of the

grounds, there are no yawning holes waiting to receive
the bodies of the men.

Wooden

crosses, with

bronze

tablets bearing the vital statistics of the deceased,
mark the head of each grave. The monks are buried
with their heads to the East, and the lay brothers
with their heads to the West. The Abbots, who are
elected, absolutely obeyed, and greatly venerated, are

buried

in

secluded

nooks

and

corners,

and,

after

a

certain time prescribed by Trappist rule, their remains are exhumed and placed in the abbatial burial
vault.
Many people believe that men join the ‘Trappists
to expiate for great personal sins or to seek refuge
and anonymity as in the Foreign Legion. Actually,
many of the monks and brothers were formerly members of other orders, or were secular priests who, haying led highly exemplary lives, felt that they could
better serve their Master under the strict Benedictine
Rule followed by the O.C.S.O. Many others have
come from leading families, giving up wealth and
influence to lead a life of penance and prayer.
These men go about their daily routine of work
and prayer with a look of pleased detachment from
earthly desires and anxieties, and with a glow of
happiness rarely seen in this world. This was well
expressed by one man when he saw another enter the
O.CS.O.: “From a materialistic viewpoint, I just saw
a man die; from a spiritual viewpoint, I just saw a
man go to Heaven.”

Rings On Her Fingers
® By

A finely written
hope.

story

dealing

with

Syrvi1a

Scorr

shattered

LMA MATTHEWS WAS growing old. ‘There
was no denying it. The bloom had left her
cheeks, and her eyes no longer had that misty sparkle
that had greatly helped John Matthews to fall in
love with her. Her hair was no longer vibrant, its
color now indefinite—not brown, not gray, not anything in particular. Her body had lost its suppleness.
The spriug in her steps, the lift of her shoulders,
gone. She seemed sunk in age . . . her youth had
passed.

A

Alma Matthews was not unhappy. Not particularly
happy—but not unhappy. Her attitude in most things
was one of passive acceptance. Life had dealt with her
no better than with others of her acquaintance—and
not much worse. Nothing greatly stirred her emetionally anymore. John she took for granted, his
faithful presence was a part of her life, just as her
house, and the furniture she had had so long.

did not take for

Matthews

Just one thing Alma

granted. One thing, or rather three things, never
failed to cause her breath to catch a little when she
looked at them. They were the bright spot in her life
—her joy in existence. Three things that, having
them,

the

rest of life, dull

and

drab,

made

was

most

ceptable. They were Alma Matthews’
possession. ‘They were her rings.

ac.

precious

Three rings she had. One a blood-red ruby, set in
a simple gold mounting; one an emerald, as green as
with dew; one a diamond,
a blade of grass washed
crystal

clear, brilliant,

with

tiny agates

set around

it.

John had given her the rings. Not all together, but
one by one, with years of work in between. When
they

were

first

married,

and

John

was

young

and

strong and full of hopes, Alma Matthews had seen
the blood-red ruby in a store window, and her heart
went out to it. To have that ring as her own, to
wear it on the third finger of her right hand she
wanted more than she had wanted anything in the
world—even John. And he had bought the ring for
her. It had taken saving and stinting, working extra
hours, but John wanted to make his Alma happy—
a ring seemed an easy enough way. Whenever she
wore it, the blood-red ruby seemed to send her blood
coursing through her veins a little faster—she held her

head a little higher—the sky seemed a little brighter.

Then

it was

the emerald.

John, a

little less young,

but still wanting his Alma happy, worked hard . . .
and one day went into the store and bought it. With
two rings, Alma Matthews did not love her ruby
less, nor her emerald

more.

It was

as a mother

with

her children . . . each as dear and as precious as the

other. And then when Alma Matthews saw the diamond with the tiny agates set around it, she knew
that to be very happy she must have it, too. It took
longer to save money enough to buy that ring; John
was no less willing to buy it for her, but money
seemed to accumulate so very slowly. But when John
put the ring on her finger, to see the smile in her
eyes was worth every struggle.
Alma Matthews’ rings were her supreme satisfaction. To put them on and see them—lovely, alive
with myriad fires and lights— made her hands less
wrinkled, her eyes less dull. They lifted her spit.
The gray light of morning straggled through the
lace curtain in Alma Matthews’ bedroom. At once
she knew something was wrong. She sat up in bed.
Someone had been in the room during the night.
How had she not heard the intruder! The dresser
drawers . . . were open, their contents ruffled. The
dresser drawer where the rings were kept . . . open
. . . Oh, God! She jumped from the bed . . . the
dresser . . . The rings! Her rings! Gone . . . To have
slept while her precious rings were being stolen! . .
Oh, her rings! Gone... gone...
Alma Matthews never survived her loss. Her eyes
were always dull now . . . she never smiled . . . life
had lost all meaning. The sharpness of the loss was
not made less by time, and the desolation of her
heart was so keen it pierced the heart of her husband.
Loving

her, he saw what

he must

do.

Years passed. Not idle years for John, but years of
toil;

Alma

Mat-

thews. Passing time had not been too kind to
His hair was gray, his back bent from constant
But John was not an ordinary man. He had a
ing purpose, and all his activities he turned

John.
labor.
burnto it.

One

years

aim

of

now

loneliness

dominated

and

apathy

his life; with

for

its fulfillment

in view, he constantly worked. If sometimes his tirePage

five

edness almost overcame

him, if sometimes

he seemed

John stopped. His heart ceased to beat, and then
suddenly he was conscious of it pounding in_ his
ears. “Alma . . .” he murmured. “Alma . . . you've
left me . . . now . . . when I could have made you
happy . . .” He turned away and untied the little
parcel tied with the green string. He took them out—
three rings, one a blood-red ruby, one an emerald
as green as a blade of grass washed with dew, one

to be too weary to go on, if sometimes his hand
trembled a little more than it used to as he drank
his morning coffee, he worked ail the harder .. .
no time to lose: A job was to be done.

And when it was done, John was weary,
had done what he knew he had to do.
He
with
green
long.
light

but

he

a diamond,

came home that night—home to Alma Matthews
a small parcel wrapped carefully, tied with a
string. Ah, to see her smile again after so
It would be worth all the effort to see her eyes
up once more. The house was very quiet. His
his

“Alma,” he called. No answer . . . His heart beat
a little faster. She was always here when he came
home .. . “Alma!” No answer . . . He went upstairs, into her bedroom “Alma . . .” Sleeping she
was . . . sleeping as soundly as . .. Alma . . . I’ve
brought you . . .” She did not hear him, her ears
deaf to his voice, her eyes never to see his gift.

agates set around

John was tired, so weary, so very weary. He softly
left the room and went down the stairs. There was
no feeling in him—no sorrow—no bitterness—nothing.
He was just weary . . . old and tired out . . .oh, so
Ss peta

breakfast dishes were still on the table. These last

years John always prepared his own breakfast,
wife rising later than he, after he left for work.

clear and brilliant, with

it, and put them on her fingers. Three rings, bought
with years of toil, out of a faithful heart, on the
fingers of his dear Alma.

And upstairs on Alma Matthews’ wrinkled hands
glowed and sparkled a blood-red ruby, an emerald as
green as a blade of grass washed with dew, and a
diamond, clear, brilliant, with agates set around it
—gleamed with a soft pallor in the fading light
of day.
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THE LADY WITH THE
PERFUMED FACE

LEAVES
I saw
The

throughout

the chilling day

silent victims

fall,

And everywhere in mounds they lay.
The foe would soon claim all.
I saw

them

scattered

on

the

field

As far as eye could see.
The foe determined all should
He

came

I saw the
Enshroud
But still the
Its selfish

to set

them

yield—

free.

merciful dark night
the landscape bleak.
foe’s relentless might
end did seek.

I saw the red prophetic sun
Announce the day new-born.
But there remained not even one

To greet the golden morn.

The lady with the perfumed face
With rosy cheeks and ruby lips
Exuding dulcet fragrance in approach
And leaving, as she passed, a cloud
Of densely aromatic scent,
Got on the trolley bus.

The lady with the perfumed
Her

perfumed

And

such

Alas!

furs

and

fragrant

next

to me.

The lady with the perfumed face
Half filled our bus with spicy balm,
Inflicting all of us in range
With her odorous redolence.
Her trip complete, she rose and wafted
Off

the

bus,

and

to breathe

I

again.

FInKe.

—SYLVIA
Page
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self;

a vacancy espied—

’twas

Began
—Lr-Roy

face

Looked round the bus in search
Of place where she might sit and rest

SCOTT.

Dintry

“)

McGinnis

~)

'U-

® By
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The Colonel on Culture
The Colonel gives a test to the Army boys on
the fine arts. Read what happens. You will
enjoy it.

a
Scere:
Office of LT. GENERAL HOMER
HUMPH-—headquarters of the Army General
Staff; Washington, D. C. The time is 8 p. m. LT.
GENERAL HUMPH, an ardent Southerner, is sitting
at his desk smoking a cigar. The general is in charge
of the Army Officers’ Training program.
Enter COLONEL RUDYARD
ROOP, Ph. D,
newly appointed director of Army Intelligence Tests.
The Colonel is a real scholar, having been a prof at
Harvard for years in the Liberal Arts school.
CotoneL: Good evening, General Humph.
GENERAL: Well, well—good evenin’, Colonel Roop,
good evening! How’s everythin’—how’s everythin’?
(warmly) Glad to see you, suh! Here, suh, yo’ all
take a chair an’ a sigar, an’

rest yo’

(Five

chatter;

minutes

Colonel suh, ah
commence firin’,

introductory

bones,

Colonel.

then—)

Now,

see yo’ all have a li'l business;
suh, commence firin’.

so

CotoneL: I have important business indeed, sir.
Last evening I administered my first test—I made
it up myself, sir—to 500 officer-training candidates.
And the results, sir, the results! (painfully) I thought
I'd give you a few of my findings—
GENERAL: (surprised) Why, suh! Didn’t the boys
all come through in fightin’ style like regular np
roaring Yank—er—Americans?
Cornet: They did well in certain sections. Ah,

but General—part of the test aimed at an analysis of
the cultural background

of these young men. Things

like literature, music, art and that sort, you know.
GENERAL: Yes, ah know, suh, but—

Coronet: But General, you don’t know—you
imagine, in fact—how poorly the boys fared in
respect. Why General, our educational system
Genera: You don’t tell me, suh! Was it

can’t
that
has—
really

that bad, suh?

CotonEL: In
was evidenced!
GENERAL:

most

cases

a

deplorable

ignorance

F’rinstance, suh, f’rinstance.

CotoneL:
(triumphantly) All right, General. I
expected that. (Takes out a notebook) Here are a
few things that I jotted down while looking over the
tests, sir. (Takes a deep breath in prepartion for the
kill) I gave them a list of illustrious authors, asking
them to write a sentence about the work and import-

ance of each author. (Sarcastically) And did I learn a

few things,

GENERAL:
new,

sir! Why

\

in all my—

(interested)

Yo’

all learned

somethin’

suh?

CotonEL: New? Ah, yes, These examples I quote,
sir, are extreme rather than typical perhaps. But at
any rate, listen to these: “Shakespeare was a guy that
wrote—a lot of stuff!” “Milton was Queen Victoria’s
poet laureate.” “George Eliot’s a guy what wrote some
pretty good sea stories, frinstance ‘Silas Mariner’.”
Silas Mariner! Asinine! And further: “Swift’s in the
bacon business.” (At this point the General explodes
with merriment, but the Colonel continues) “Shelley
was a poet—don’t know much ’bout him—being a
poet,

I'll bet he sure

wasn’t

on

the

ball.”

Stupidity!

And a dangling modifier to boot!
GENERAL: Ho, ho, ho! (laughing heartily) Ah
reckon some of those boys kinda forgot their littachuh,
suh. Well,

ah’ll be clubbed

for a—

Coronet: And further, General. (bitterly sarcastic
by this time) A few definitions were required. Ah,
what enlightening answers! Ingenious! Fascinating!
—er—Unimag—
GENERAL:
(more _ seriously)
F’rinstance,
suh,
f’rinstance.
CoLonEL: Well, again these are among the more
extreme. “Free verse is where the poet gets kinda
free with his language.” “A short story’s what every-

body likes to make

book

reports on.”

(scornfully)

Such inventiveness! Amazing, what? “A poet’s a
walking buttercup.” A walking buttercup! (words fail
him for the moment) And then only a_ handful
could define terms such as ‘internal rhyme’ or ‘lyrical
poetry’. (angrily) Disgraceful! What are our—
GENERAL: Yo’ all are exaggeratin’ some, ain’tcha
suh?
CotoneL: Not all were so ignorant, sir. But few
knew more than what you would expect from a—
GENERAL: How were the boys on mah ole friend
Shakespeare, suh?

CoLonEL:

Well now, I asked them to quote one

line from Shakespeare. Half of them could not. And
all the others quoted the very same line!
GENERAL: (interested) And what was that, suh?
CoLoneEL: (smiling) “Frailty, thy name is woman!”

GENERAL:

(chuckling)

Ho, ho! Wisdom

gleaned
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from experience, suh!
CotoneL:

Confidentially,

General,

I enjoyed

names of the old masters—true enough, sir. But they
are ignorant of the moderns. Why, they’ve never
even heard of Stravinsky, Sibelius, or Shostakovitch!
GENERAL: Thank the—
CoroneL: And then to think that when I asked
for their opinion of the leading conductor of the day,
Toscanini ran a poor second to Harry James! Why,
that blower of brass couldn’t—

that

myself. (then seriously) But you’d think at least one
of them would have quoted the ““T'o be or not to be”
line.
GeNERAL: Any othah questions on mah _ friend
Shakespeare, suh?
CotoneL:

Why,

yes,

I asked

them

to

name

the

one Shakespearian character who appealed most to
them. A few did well there. But the consensus of
opinion betrayed a lack of mature discernment as tregards character. The highest vote went to the drunken
porter in “Macbeth,” and the next highest to the
ghost of Hamlet’s father. Doubtful choices, to say
the least, sir. (then wearily) But who would have
expected to see votes for Queen Elizabeth,. George
Washington, King Arthur, Charlemagne, and Robert
E. Lee!
GENERAL: The fertile imaginashun of youth, suh.
CoLonEL: Fortunately I didn’t ask them anything
on world

literature. Dante,

Goethe,

Moliere,

Schiller,

Cervantes . . . those names wouldn’t have registered
with the majority, I’m sure. And as for ancient classical literature—
GENERAL: What else did yo’ culchuh analysis cover,
suh? Ah’ll bet the boys knew their music and art.
CotoneEL: Music and art! (dramatic pause) I refuse
to discuss what they did to the latter subject! As for
music—again I was keenly disappointed, sir. The majority could not define such elementary terms as
‘rhythm’, ‘harmony’, or ‘counterpoint’! Such terms
as ‘scherzo’ and ‘fugue’ meant nothing to them. (disgustedly) Why, most of them didn’t even know the
difference between a concerto and a concertina!
GENERAL:

knew

Really,

suh?

their composuhs,

CoLonEL:

Oh,

(then

hopefully)

But

they

suh!

yes, yes; to be sure, General.

But

I

was rather surprised to learn that Beethoven wrote
“Moonlight and Roses,” sir. (getting more scarcastic )
And also that modern swing received its first impetus
from ‘T'’schaikovsky. The boys seemed to know the

GENERAL:

Colonel

suh,

what

do

yo’ all think

THE

END

ej—be

NIGHT

AND

DAY

AUTUMN
Alone

My days are horrid things,
Butterflies—
Born without wings!
Houses—
Stiff and cold.
They could be cottages
Ramshackled and old.
But my nights
Have wings. —Dororua
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I walked

beneath

the trees,

Sighing to the autumn breeze,
Mourning with each fallen leaf.
But joy dispelled my selfish grief,
Mother, when the sky’s soft blue
Reminded me to pray to you.

My days are horrid things,

—Ler Roy

STANForRTH.

this

culchuh fizzle is due to?
Coronet: Many factors, eGneral. The educators,
the students, our hectic, noisy way of life . . . (pauses
thoughtfully) . . . the boys just aren’t interested. The
Army doesn’t give them—
GENERAL: (loyally) Now, Colonel, don’t blame the
Army. We gottah give ’em practical stuff, suh .. .
math, engineerin’. That’s what wins waws, suh. Maybe they wasn’t interested befo’ they joined the Army
in culchuh an’ that stuff.
Coronet: Yes, that’s right, General. (bitterly)
And they talk about the United States leading the
post-war world in culture? Bah! (forcefully) General,
what we need is an immediate remedy. We need a
program to promote cultural development among our
young officers.
GenErAL: An immediate program, suh? Well, now,
watcha all got in mind, suh?
CotoneL: A reading program, sir. A reading program that would broaden the outlook of our men,
elevate their ideals . . .
GENERAL:
(suddenly inspired) I’ve got it, suh.
How "bout a year’s subscripshun to the Reader’s
Digest fo’ every—
CotoneL: Oh—oh! (throws up hands in despair)
I see I’m wasting my time on you, sir. (walks to the
door, then turns toward the General) But my hour
will come! (as he stalks out the door—) The day shall
yet dawn when the U. S. Army will—(BANG! !—
door slams; problem unsolved; SOLUTION STILL
PENDING.)

FInxe.

His

Last Tackle
@

By

E_mer

Moore

Football prepares for army life.

Is HIS RUMBLING old spring-wagon Joe comes
around every week singing out in a nasal tenor
“Paper, rags . . . Paper, rags!” But when he turned

into our street today, there was a change in the old
familiar sight. A faded red sweater replaced the gaudy
checkered shirt that he had worn during the summer
days. A few twists of his black hair curled up around
the band of his smudged tassle-cap. A pair of workgloves dangled from a hook, waiting for the first
frost-bite to call them into use; and to the plunk,
plunk of the horse’s tread was added the rustling
and crackling of dead leaves.

parts. They set the fuel on the beach. Then silence.
About
While

2:30

there

was

a sudden

the front lines were

guerrilla

skirmishing

assault.

in the brush,

Davey was helping in the communications

tent. He

slipped outside with one of his buddies. He looked
up a strip of beach that was blocked off at one end
with big rocks. There were three sneaking shadows
gliding along the beach toward the drums, and each
of them

had

something

in his

hand.

They

stopped,

huddled together, and a flame sprang up on the end
of one

of the

sticks. Two

more

all three began to move

toward

flames

spurted,

and

the drums.

I waved him over to the curb. I had some papers

for him; but before I got to say a word, he remarked
that my khaki uniform fitted very well on me and he
was glad to see that I was a soldier, too. He said I
reminded him of Davey when he came home last
spring. Davey was his boy, and had been the best
football player on the block. He was a brainy quarterback with lots of “flash.” He was a man of the team
though. When he first got out to the war front, he
wrote from one of the Pacific Islands: “. . . this war
game is just like football. We get on the line, and
when the signals are called, we charge. The hole
Opens up somewhere if everyone clicks, and the
triple-threaters go through with the big guns.”

Davey saw them and beckoned to his partner. ‘They

ran along the beach till they got behind the drums.
They each picked a man, and out they charged.
Davey slugged his. The frame just sort of wilted and
folded at the knees, and the body slumped down on
the burning torch. The fire began to flicker and run
up the khaki shirt and catch his hair; but there was
no time to help the poor fellow for the third man

was running
him

on

past with

his torch. Davey

fast, and tackled him

the street, and

was

they both

went

rolling in the

sand. But the ball of fire had sailed and landed
the

tank.

There

was a

after

just like he used to here

little

spurt

of light,

on

a flash,

thunder, and the flames licked out along the ground.
Life
wrote:

for

him

“Our

was

Father

just

one

Chaplain

I’m trying to play this game
iwies. Hes iny rel... 37

game,

and

he

is a corker,

big

too;

and

according

to all the

Joe’s figure drooped, and with the last bit of
wind left in him after a long sigh he mumbled: “But
Davey made his last tackle a while back.”

It was a
established
out for an
fairly safe
moon with

commando raid. The small party had just
a beach-head. Bushfighters were spread
area of a square mile. The position was
now. There was a quarter moon, a sad
a wan, sickly light. The beach was lit-

“I’m sort of glad they couldn’t tell which one of
them was Davey, ’cause they were all charred up and
burned. We like to think of him like he was when
he was home last spring. He looked a fine boy in
his new uniform . . .” and Joe’s voice sort of choked
up in his throat.
I quickly added, “When you get down to Orchard
Street, just sing out extra-loud; Jimmy’s on the lookout for you. We've a stack of papers to be rid of.”

was still fresh. A couple of light craft brought supplies

His calloused hand tightened a bit on the reins,
but it wasn’t necessary to give any signal. The horse
move on, almost reading Joe’s mind because they’ve
worked together for long years now. But his voice
was sort of heavy, and the shifting autumn wind

—a few drums of oil for the tanks and some big gun

played havoc with his call “Paper, rags . . . Paper, rags.”

tered with junk. The memory of three dead buddies
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Letters

of a Rookie

to His
®

By

Wess

Ma
WHITMER

The following is the first in a series of letters
of one Michael

O’Cathey

to his mother.

October 30, 1943
Camp Croft, S. C.

D

EAR MA,

We've had five days of trainin’ and the divils are
all but killin’ us. My platoon Sgt’s. name is Donald

R. Torrey—the ‘R’ must stand for “Rocky” as he’s as
tough as granite. Don’t worry tho’ Ma ’cause our 1st
Sgt. is a swell guy if yez do as he says .. . he was a
Cpl. till one day he broke his arm by popping a
salute (army slang for saluting, Ma) to the colonel.
His name is Jones.
‘There aren’t any gals around here to compare with
Katie, so tell her not to worry about her little
Mike. The Service Club here at camp is really

swell,

and

the

folks

at the

U.S.O.’s

in town

are

certainly nice.
Sgt. Torrey was tellin’ us about three boys from the
last cycle. The “Three W’s’ from Dayton, Ohio. The
last he heard was that they were back in Dayton . .
There

were

some

others

with

them,

all

from

the

same school, and they were plenty good I hear. Lt.
Parrot was certainly sorry they weren’t here this fall
so they could play football.
It’s rather chilly down here; quite a contrast to
the weather during the last cycle. The Sgt. told me
the other night about the day Co. C ran the infiltration course and village fighting . . . “It was a
typical day of our training period; hot as h—. We
got

up

at 4:00

a. m.

and

were

on

the

troop

train

heading east when the sun came up. All of us felt
nervous and were wondering just a little if we would
be able to walk in that night. Our platoon had grenade throwing in the open and in the woods before
our turn for the infiltration course . . . this merely
increased our nervous tension. We hit infiltration
about 11:00 a. m. and were finished by noon. We
had to lay on our backs on a slight incline while

Page teu

machine gun fire raked the top of the dirt bank by
our feet . . . this was our first taste of being under
fire. When the guns ceased fire, we rolled over on
our stomachs and prepared to crawl toward the guns
... They began to fire and we crawled carefully and
slowly toward them. That day we really appreciated
the training we’d had in creeping and crawling . . .
Dynamite charges, set off at intervals at various places
in the course to assimilate shell fire, and the constant

chatter of the machine gun section plus the yelling
of excited men and a continuous dust cloud gave a
realism to the scene which proved fascinating. After
crawling some twenty-five yards, we hit barbed wire
and had to turn over on our backs to inch our way
under the wire. It was essential in turning over to
keep as close to the ground as possible since hot lead
doesn’t get out of your way. Then we made our way
under the wire for five yards and turned over again
to crawl the remaining ten yards and drop into a
trench. Fixing bayonets, we waited ’til our cpl. threw
a grenade and then charged out of the trench in two
successive waves. We looked about us and were barely
able to recognize even our best buddies . . . everyone looked red from burrowing in the ‘beautiful’
Carolina clay . . . that afternoon our platoon came
thru the demolition course and village fighting without a casualty and so marched back to camp as in the
morming . . . ‘tis true we dragged a bit and we
looked and felt like we had truly fought “The
Battle of Croft!’
Don’t worry Ma, I won’t get this part of my training for a time yet and when I do; well, Ma, you
know the Irish . . . they always come through. It’s
almost time for lights out so I'll say goodnight now
Ma. Give Katie my love and likewise the ‘old man.’
Your loving son,
Mike.

My Kingdom For a Hat
A satire on
hats.

DO NOT KNOW where the hat originated;
maybe it is entirely immaterial to the point to be
put across, but I could bet my last dollar that it was
not for the reason that Milady of today wears a hat.
Perhaps in the by-gone days they were worn for
protection against the cold; maybe it was slightly
modified to offer equal protection for the ears. But
the point IS at that time a hat at least had some
practical value. But today, when Milady comes walking down the street, one does not know whether it
bird,

a tossed

salad,

the fire department or to notify
utter price of vanity!

or whether

to

the zoo. Ah!

call

The

After giving the subject profound thought, I find
by analysis, according to the laws of haberdashery
and millinery, that women’s hats are classified into
three types. They are: the “Stupendosi magnanomia,”
the “Minuto

atomus,”

First let us take into
magnanomia” species.
styles, but since this is
parel” science, suppose
the most

common.

PorpinKo

the perennial subject of women’s

|

is a tropical

© By Joun

and

the ‘“Flora-flora.”

consideration the “Stupendosi
‘This form occurs in many
but an introduction to “apwe confine our discussion to

In number,

there are two.

First we have the huge pancake type, which

is at

least two feet in diameter. Naturally it is free to flap
in all directions; thus Milady’s face is seldom seen.
As yet, much to my regret, I have not been able to
determine how this form of the “Stupendosi mag.
nanomia” is attached to the head of Milady. How it
remains there is a mystery. Perhaps she has spent
many tortuous hours perfecting the art of keeping
it in equilibrium. At any rate, I am not sure, so
you must accept my sincere apologies.
Secondly, we have the “flower pot” or “coffee pot”
form of the “Stupendosi magnanomia”. This is a
huge, bulky hat, cylindrical or square, about six
inches to a foot high. It can be traced back to the
ancient Turkish “fez.” This is a favorite of the women
of intrigue, who are more commonly known as spies.
Within it, Milady can conceal any number

of articles,

from important documents to her lunch. Possibly this
is from whence the song “Pistol Packin’ Mama’ has
originated.
The next species of hats is the “Minuto atomus.”
As would be expected, it is a microscopic affair. ‘They
are small hats that are worn either in the center
or on the side of Milady’s head. If it were not for

the veil which usually accompanies

this species, and

incidentally, which
not know whether

covers Milady’s face, we would
a hat were there at all. But the

horror of it is, Why

do fat women persist in wearing

the

“Minuto

atomus’’?

And now let us proceed to the third species, the
“Flora-flora.” It is because of the “Flora-flora” that
the term “Feline” has been often used to describe a
woman’s temperament, for the ability of a woman to
choose different and unusual types of the “Floraflora” often leads to professional jealousy.
If a man wants to have a dear and devoted wife
for the rest of his life, the solution is simple. Buy
her an original “Flora-flora” every now and then and
he can then live in perfect contentment and bliss. But
he better make sure it is original, for if his dear wife
happens to spot the same hat on some other woman,
she shall cease to be “dear.”
The “Flora-flora” has no limit of varieties. It represents the work of a nightmare come true. Some offer
competition to Dali.
Among the “Flora-flora” there are three types. First,
we have the “tossed salad” or “vegetable garden”
type. This consists of a mass of colors and all kinds
of fabrics tossed together and piled high. It was only
the other day that a small boy about four, riding on
the same bus as I, reached for a “Flora-flora” species
that a woman behind him was wearing, and ex.
claimed to his mother, “Mamma, is it good to eat?”
The second type of “Flora-flora” is the “flower
garden” type. And let me tell you that the flowers
that appear on this type of “Flora-flora” never grew
on this earth.

And

lastly we have the “tropical bird” which

is

a sub-species of the “Flora-flora” termed the “Florafauna.” Anything from a canary to a parrot is permissible.

In

fact,

I knew

a woman

whose

husband

was a taxidermist and she had an owl perched on
the felt as a hat. I would hate to witness the occasion
of two “Flora-faunas” together for fear of a bird fight.
I am not a connoisseur of hats, and it is not up
to me to say what is right and what is wrong. I only
gave my honest opinion of women’s hats as I see them.
You have read the facts, so next time you see a
woman’s hat, can you analyze it? Don’t forget, it’s
either “Stupendosi magnanomia,”. “Minuto atomus,”
or “Flora-flora.” Happy hatting!
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world peace. Which of their plans in its detailed ana-

The Next President

lysis, then, is more

The 1944 presidential election is causing no end
of speculation on the part of American citizens even
at this early date. Who will be nominated and who
will be elected are questions which are both difficult
and yet very important to solve. ‘The Republican convention

itself,

however,

is still several

months

away,

and many things can happen between now and then.
Willkie,

as we

know,

has

openly

declared

himself

willing to be a candidate for nomination. Certainly
he deserves commendation for this. In a country at
war, such as ours, the president’s job is by no means
a soft one. (Incidently, many self-appointed political
critics seem to forget this obvious fact when talking
about our present administration.) Nor is the president’s job going to be any easier or less important
when this bloody war is over. Pre-war problems are
going to be even greater, and post-war changes and
conditions are going to be such as were never
dreamed of, not only in this country but the world
over. The right man for president, with the right
attitudes and ideals, and with the necessary power
and perseverance to see his ideas actualized is going

to be one of the most important cogs in the wheel
of world-wide peace and progress. Who that man is,
and whether or not he is going to be allowed to put
his reforms in operation remains for the American
people to decide.
Willkie

stands

ready

to

serve

the

people.

He,

however, seems to be much in agreement with Mr.
Roosevelt on the question of foreign policy; and,
after all, that is evidently the most important question. The minute foreign relations is considered only
a secondary problem we're going to be at war again.
‘True, more than wanting a post-war world which is
greatly improved, most of us merely want a post-war
world. Such a happy condition, however, won’t last
long without proper international co-operation and
control. In its broad outlines both Mr. Willkie and
Mr. Roosevelt apparently favor the plan for enforcing
Page
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seems

in accord

with

American

to be the vital question.

Governor

Dewey

not a candidate

thought

has declared positively that he is

for nomination;

and

Governor

has

been

Brick

er has as yet said nothing. Willkie, apparently, is
ready and willing to serve. Doubtless some of his
votes were cast in 1940 because of third term preju-

dices. Now that that tradition
however, who can tell?

With

life moving

dential nominations

so quickly

these days

outmoded,

the presi-

and elections will be here very

soon. ‘T'o choose wisely the
their country to safety, peace,
of the many great tasks which
ican people. All the foresight

leader who will guide
and prosperity is one
lie ahead of the Amer:
and prudence at their

command will have to be used now as neyer before.

-joe.

25—be
Life, Liberty, and

.

.

When Thomas Jefferson laid down his principle
of “life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness’ he was
enunciating a concept deeply rooted in Catholic
thought. Inalienable rights were but an affirmation
of the dignity of man—a dignity universal in its
scope because it is a dignity embracing men of all
races,

and

of all creeds,

and

of all colors.

That

the

principle has endured as an integral part of our American way of life is self-evident: that the application
has likewise endured is not quite so evident.

Racial disturbances in some of our major cities
have made us ponder once again the words of Jefferson. Life and liberty are given, in theory at least,
to the colored man,

but to what extent is he allowed

to pursue happiness? In social, policital, and business
life he is “labeled”; and, tragic as it is, even in military life is he sometimes snubbed. Despite the spur-

ious pretexts given, often under the guise of practical

reasoning, one fundamental cause persists. It is a
cause sprouting from the white man’s egoistic opinion
of himself, from his own sense of superiority. Yet
here is where a little “practical reasoning” might be
used. The difference which does exist between the
races is not due to superior natural endownments,
but to the influence of environment and especially
to education.

Today, when white and colored are shouldering an

equal war-responsibility, the qualities of the Negro
are strikingly emphasized. There are many servicestars hanging in Negro homes and there are many
more names on the honor roll of valiant service!
Their loyality has been put to the test. In the Army
they have proved that once they are given the oppor-

El Nacional, are looking favorably upon
the

movement

needs

2j—te
Las Sinarquistas
Like a Paul of Tarsus, Jose Antonio Urquiza was
suddenly raised from a social lethargy, was healed of
a spiritual blindness, and was plunged

enthusiastically

into an apostolate of social action. A barefooted, poverty-stricken Indian weeping before the statue of our
Blessed Mother was the lightning-flash which spurred
Jose to organize a movement which was to establish
the Christian order in Mexico. With his practical and
discerning eye, Urquiza penetrated into the very heart
of the problem. To contradict the prevalent “isms,”
rife in Mexican society, a co-operative attitude must
first be established between capital and labor. But the
foundation for this step lay precisely in educating the
Mexican lower class and in removing oppression of
the agrarian class. Strange as it may seem, this would
call for a systematic weaning of the Mexican peon
from pulque, an intoxicant producing a _listlessness

and inefficiency among Mexican workers.
Once Jose Urquiza conceived this plan, there was
nothing that could daunt his indomitable spirit. He
organized. He grouped together a few chosen elite
under his own direction who were to form the nucleus
of Las Sinarquistas. (The very roots of the word mean
“with order’.) From this nucleus has evolved a
present organization of some 800,0co men. Both Presi-

dent Avila Camacho and the government newspaper,

but

400,000

more

members

to

equal the votes cast in the last presidential election.
Though this Catholic, agrarian, counter-revolutionary
movement is free from party politics, it has nevertheless met opposition from Mexican politicians.
Here in the States we are watching the movement
with an anxious eye. We are giving them our moral
support, and our helping hand is ready to be extended. As we watch the growth of Las Sinarquistas
we are convinced that Jose Urquiza has made Mexican
soil fertile for the seed of Catholic Action which will
achieve in Mexico the work it is achieving throughout
the world, the advent of the Kingdom of Christ.

—F. K.

eho

tunity they can produce results. Perhaps this elbow-

ing of white and colored in a common cause may
change the racial attitude; perhaps post-war reconstruction will bring along with it a more Christian
view of the Negro, which will give him what is
justly his—life, liberty, and the pursuit of ee
—F.K.

Las Sinar-

quistas, and party politicians are frankly alarmed since

Books Are Weapons
There is profound thought behind the slogan “Books
Are Weapons,” which heralded the recent Catholic
Book Week. ‘The slogan was surely aptly chosen, for
it emphatically points out the fact that in neglecting
good books we are neglecting weapons which can
and do play a very real part in winning wars. Nevertheless it would be difficult to deny the neglect.
Most general publishing houses assert that they lose
financially on nine of every ten books which they
sponsor. Publishers of Catholic books would probably
have to admit an even greater proportion of losses.
Catholic books simply don’t sell, which means obviously, that Catholics either don’t read to any extent
or that they read other than Catholic works.
Not so many years ago a noted Catholic author
was asked why she did not write strictly Catholic
books. “My dear sir,” she replied in all sincerity, “I
must live!’’ ‘The same answer might be given again
and again by various Catholic writers. It simply
doesn’t pay to write Catholic books; they have no
public; they don’t sell. Yet minds not fortified with
good reading are exposed to all forms of error. By
neglecting Catholic books, therefore, we are deliberately rejecting one of our most powerful weapons.
In the battle of military warfare we have only too
recently felt the disastrous effects of insufficiency. If
the recent observance of Catholic Book Week has
helped us to know that there are Catholic books; if
it has helped us to know where we can find them
and

how

we

can

use

them,

then

we

are

less

likely

to be caught short of ammunition—“too little and
too late’—in the ultimate fight, the battle of ideas.
—G.

STANLEY

MATHEWS.
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For quite a few years I have been an exponent of
a universal language. Realizing that the erudite must
have thought of the idea and pondered its perplexities
long before I did, I am cautious as to venturing the
question. Why not? Surely the odds are not insurmountable. It seems that the more we progress and
the more the rest of the world progresses, the closer
together we are pulled. Then is it not very probable
that this dream will soon (soon comparative with the
age of the world) have to become a reality?

What happened when men united to build a great
tower in the Biblical narrative? God made them to
speak different tongues and all was confusion. Not
being able to speak with foreign people makes for
great opposition, misunderstanding and aloofness.

Prime Minister Churchill touched on this idea
when he quoted in his speech at Harvard that
Bismarck said “the most potent factor in human
society at the end of the nineteenth century was the
fact that the British and American peoples spoke
the same language.” He went on to remark that this
gift of a common tongue is a priceless inheritance and
it may well someday become the foundation of a
common citizenship. But I do not see why we should
not try to spread our common language ever more
widely throughout the globe and avail ourselves of this
“invaluable birthright.”
He speaks of the merits of basic English and then,
“It would be a grand convenience for us all to be
able to move freely about the world . . . and to find
everywhere

a medium,

albeit primitive,

of intercourse

and understanding.”

Why shouldn’t our language, one of powerful sim-

plicity become a universal standard? What wondrous
works are yet to be accomplished!
—A. K. B.
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LIFE THROUGH THE DEAN
WOMEN’S DOOR

OF

From the desk in my office, I daily have the opportunity to observe a fair cross section of student
life at the University of Dayton. Perhaps the most
frequented thoroughfare in areas purely scholastic is
the second floor of Chaminade Hall. At some time
in

the

day,

nearly

every

woman

student

finds

her

way to this corridor since its northerly end terminates
at the entrance

to the women’s

lounge.

Moreover,

a

representative number of professors and civilian students appear in this passage daily on their way to
and from the half dozen lecture halls which flank
either side. The marching tread, too, of khaki-clad
students has lately become a familiar and pleasant
sound. Yes—college life as I see it through my narrow office door is at full tide. At least it must seem
to be so to our freshmen who have never known the
days of yesteryear.

But who of us who were here in the balmy days
before last April does not sense the desolation which
broods over the area just outside my office door?
Who of us older folk does not remember the Good
Old Guard which lined up loyally every day between
periods at the drinking fountain—just to watch the
co-eds go by? Surely you recall Father Friedel’s veiled
remarks at assembly about the security of the Chaminade walls; and you recall, too, the ripple of masculine mirth which always followed these remarks.
How lonely it seems now without the
Guard. For some reason or other, the
these were heroes of the gridiron who
heyday of the football season would
though they might have to appear with

faithful Old
majority of
even in the
not fail us,
an arm in a

sling or limping on crutches. What a place my desk

was to study the many facets of human relations!
Some in this line were content merely to stand and

watch

the girls go by, hour after hour.

Other

more

venturesome spirits, in order to lure the lady from the

inner sanctum,
trived

schemes,

would

resort to various cleverly concommon

the more

being:

to whistle

a familiar tune (doubtless previously agreed upon with
the lady); to make an open sesame rap on the lower
lounge door; or even to send some unsuspecting woman freshman scout into no man’s land in quest of
the desired damsel. The really rugged spirits, however,
would nonchalantly stroll up to my desk and gallantly
request, “Could you please go in and see if Betty (or
Polly, or Peggy) is in the lounge?” Alas—how changed

it all is now! The only survival of those once glam-

orous days is the momentary halt of the soldier boys
to drink at the fountain before they receive the
the
order to make the steep descent of the stairs to
arcade.

In my reflective moods I often wonder how many
ce
friendships which budded on this highway of roman

or will reach, the “lived-happily-ever-

ever reached,

after” stage. Who shall say? Surely here is a fertile
and untouched field awaiting the research of future
graduate students.
Dear Stalwarts of the Stadium and others of the
Old Guard--wherever you are in the fighting forces
of your country, I salute you. I wish you Godspeed.
I hope that in spite of the stress of the new world
in which you live, you still remember the carefree
days of yore. I assure you that life, as I view it
through my office door, has lost some of its joyousness. It hasn’t been the same since you left.
_-SisrER AGNES

ImMAcuLATE,
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AND SHE SHALL NOT WANT...
America is a land of many needs. The first—that
of freedom, brought to her shores three centuries ago
by Puritan immigrants and integrated into her constitution by the stern-browed gathering at Philadelphia, and

kindled

into a flame by Garrison’s

pamph-

lets, hot tempers of citizens and Mrs. Stowes’ book,
until now we are the keepers of the flame. America
has fought

and

triumphed

for this need

many

times,

nor are we failing her now, that we have sent our
men to “the great red battle” and we are giving every
effort to achieve our destiny.
Next comes America’s need of love—love
soil, love for her common people. Men and

for her
women

in every generation have seen this need . . . and
was it possible that one man loved her more than

any other? Was it that one with the simple soul
and the light burning from his kind, sad eyes? . .
There the farmer heaving loads of sweet hay into
the wagon . . . the son standing proudly atop the
heap and the mother calling from her kitchen door-

way . . . they are filling the need of the love of the

land.

need

I see America’s
mirror calm

have

must

of beauty—she

always
trees

autumn

lakes, ruffled streams,

turned bronze, hazy distances with hoary gray-blue
mountains, verdant slopes, golden harvests, vivid gardens . . . There are those who paint her pictures—
of

the

little

red

schoolhouse,

the

farms

of

Idaho,

the farmer and his wife with years of toil lining
their faces . . . There are those who build her monuments, plan her festivals, who write her music, sing
Blue,”

for Americans,”

it. “Ballad

it, play

“America,

I

Love

“Rhapsody

You’—that’s

her

in

music.

There are those who write her literature, her poetry,
and those who read it, their great voices choked with
pride in the beauty of anything that speaks Ee Dees
She makes a never ceasing plea for Truth. You
see it in bold face print on the editorial pages; you
hear it in the filibuster of a senator from the smallest
state in the union; you hear it as the defendant’s
lawyer addresses a jury and the D. A. awaits his
turn. You sense it as you enter an aged edifice—a
courthouse—a library—a university—halls trammelled

by the feet of truth-seekers long departed, and the

chime of
forgotten
Laughter,
any one
God we

steeple bells assures her that we have not
the great Truth. Freedom, Love, Beauty.
Truth—these are her needs and without
of them she is no longer America. Pray
—A. K. B.
may never fail her.
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DEAR FELLOW FEMME,
Please, may I put your name on this page? Susie,
Mary, Jane, Hortense,—all of you, how about writing
something for this space? You know it is the Women’s
page and we should be proud of it. But it takes the
contributions of every one of you. That picture at
the top of the page is attractive all might, but it
needs supplement.
And
they?

after all, “they” don’t have a Men’s page, do

Write anything We, the Women would like to
read: play or concert reviews, even suggestions for
improving this page. Aha, that one did it.
Here they come pouring in . . . (I hope).
So, thanking you in advance, I remain,

—A. K. B.
Page
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What’s Your Name ?>
@® By

Jerry

GOLDKAMP

Did you ever see a crank? Here is one for you.

(J

tarence

THE

CRANK

used to be a very

inconspicuous fellow. Sometimes he couldn’t be
found anywhere, especially in this land of ours which
we called God’s country. Nobody liked Clarence very
well because he was always complaining, always telling people what they were doing wrong and never
suggesting how they could do it right. If you needed
any help, you could always depend on Clarence not
to give you any. He was a walking encyclopedia of
the evils and problems of the world; but when it
came to solving any difficulties, he was stumped. In
fact, he never tried to remedy any wrongs; he was
always too busy enumerating them to anybody who
would listen. As you can guess, Clarence the Crank
wasn’t a very popular guy; he was the nation’s num-

ber one “wet blanket.”

Today Clarence seems to have become a very
prominent person. You can see him several times a
day just by walking down Main Street. And he’s
not confined to Main Street by any means. On the
buses,

at

work,

at

school,

at

home—everywhere,

there’s Clarence! He snorts and fumes about high
taxes, about the poor transportation service, about
his ration books. Why, to hear Clarence talk you'd
think he hadn’t eaten since the war began! And
shoes! He expects to go barefoot before Christmas.
His clothes don’t come from the laundry on time, he
can't get a cook, he can’t get any service in the
restaurants, he can’t drive to his cottage this year,
he hasn’t had any beef for a week, and on and on
he raves—about the mess our country’s in, about the

mistakes he thinks Congress is making, about the
double cross we're sure to get from Russia or China
or England.
Oh, Clarence is a helpful fellow. No matter what
happens he'll convince you it’s wrong. He likes especially to draw cartoons or write editorials for the
magazines or newspapers. Then he really gets things
off his chest. He gives you figures and numbers and
dates and dollars, all of which, according to him, add
up to bad administration on the part of the government. They’re doing this wrong, and that wrong, and
something else wrong. Everything’s wrong! What’s
right? Oh, Clarence hasn’t gotten that far yet. He’s
still discovering things that must be changed; so
far he hasn’t decided how to change ’em.
Nor ever will. That’s the trouble with’ Clarence:

he

never

knows

what

should

be

done,

only

what

shouldn’t be. He racks his brain to find new things
to criticize, but he never gives a moment’s thought
to the problem of making conditions better.
I've known Clarence a long time now; since the
war began, I’ve come in contact with him every day.
Yet, during all that time, in which I’ve heard him

rant

and

rave

about

our

evil

world,

Clarence

has

never offered the slightest bit of constructive criticism
which might help to make our troubles less.
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AMERICA’S THANKSGIVING

‘The frosts of November showed winter was nigh,
The plentiful harvest was safe stored away;
With feasting and dancing beneath the fall sky,
The pilgrims rejoiced and were merry all day.
Then the future Americans lifted their hearts
In thanksgiving to God, Who all blessing imparts.

The lovers of liberty fought a long war,
And many fell wounded and many fell dead.
A life under tyranny brave men abhor,

They fought till oppression from these shores had fled.
Independence brought joy to the hearts of all men,

And

they offered their thanks up to God

once again,

‘The home of true freedom, still struggling and young,
Enjoyed God’s protection in critical years.
Through strife and disunion to God they still clung,
Till liberty’s triumph dispelled all men’s fears.

Then loud were the praises and loud were the songs

Of thanksgiving that rose from America’s throngs.
America’s fighting for freedom today,
To save our ideals in our forefathers way;
This nation is free and its people rejoice,

And hasten to stifle cruel tyranny’s voice.
We

will lift up our hearts in thanksgiving and love,

To the God

Who

is guarding our land from above.

—Le Roy Finke.
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FLIGHT LEADER
Gray wings racing to the sharp, fierce, shrieks
Of bleak winds rushing over snow-capped peaks.
The roar of rushing motors crashes through the rocky
height,

It resounds among the valleys and reveals their savage
might.
Grim-faced pilots have their lips clenched tight.
Death rides leader on this wild drear flight.

Gray wings diving with their dread shrill screams,
Bomb bursts crashing while the wierd flame gleams;
Then up into the sky again like startled birds at
night,
While beneath them fiendish fires are flaring, glowing white.
Torn wings failing in the stark daylight.
Death rides leader on this wild drear flight.
—Ler Roy

FINKE.
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TO THE LADY

OF THE LAMP

Our hero brave drew up his wits,
For there he saw his Sue,
Menaced by the villain grim
With mortgage overdue.

High over the main altar in the University Chapel
stands a beautiful statue of Our Lady of Grace. At
her feet, a tiny ship’s lamp, blessed and placed there
on the anniversary of Pearl Harbor day, will burn for
the duration as a constant reminder to all to temember in prayer our U. D. Soldier lads. The following verse embodies one such prayer:
O, Lady of the Lamp,
Watchful you stand,
And guard the ruddy beacon of our prayer
Which flames unceasing for that dauntless band—
Our U. D. soldier sons.
O Queen of Armies, Judith blest,
Be with them, Lady, as they quest
Down sea lanes perilous—
Through jungles dank—
On flashing wings of steel.
Sustain our warrior sons—our heroes all—
Who fight across the wide ways of the world
At Duty’s call.
Here at your feet our watchfires bright
Shall pierce the shadows of the night.
O Lady of the Lamp—
If you stand sentinel—
All shall be well.
—ANON.

aha
MODERN

“Methinks, my Nell, I smell foul play—
The villain’s been about!
And Ebenezer Jones himself
That fellow soon will rout!”
clattered; clouds of dust

Dismounting

his horse,

Sue!”

And stepped up to the villain stern,
And swelled his chest with pride.
“Away
Sweet
“This
While

with you, don’t interfere!”
Susie coldly spoke.
suitor here has lots of cash
you—why, you are broke!”
—Kay

Kunka.
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THAT’S

HOME

A large white house which needs
A wire fence with a broken gate,
A boy in bed, sleeping late,
That’s home.

new

paint,

A room with pictures on the wall
A picture of Mother in the upstairs hall,
A lawn all covered with leaves in the fall,
That’s home.

leaped

through

first, of course,

the

A flight of stairs leading up to a door,
A musty attic for one to explore.
A lot of old books not read anymore,
That’s home.

A

church

on

a corner

not

far away,

A pastor who’s helpful in every way,
A comforting message, a kind word to say,
That’s home.

He rode up to an old mill house
Engulfed by vines and weeds
And from therein came suddenly
A scream—he scents foul deeds!
spurred

my

cried,

A lovely Mother to greet each morn,
A good old Dad saying, “A tie is to be worn”;
An old car rattling, the sound of a horn,
That’s home.

In camouflage were raised;
And scatt’ring chickens, scatt’ring wares,
Some people narrowly he grazed.

He

to rescue you,
grandly

hero

MELODRAMA

A horse came galloping down the road;
"T'was Ebenezer Jones!
“Whoa, Nell,” he cried, as he pulled up beside
A pile of rusty bones.

So off he

“I’ve come
Our

door,

A place to live and sleep and eat,
A place to rest one’s weary feet,
A place to come back to, a family to greet,

That’s home.

And there he saw—I cannot say—

A
Page

scene which
eighteen

called

for force.

—F. G. Burnicx.

.
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Student Slants

FUEL FOR THE AIRPLANES
The history of the airplane fuel system has been
very interesting to those in the aviation industry.
Pumping fuel from a tank to the engine does not
seem

of a problem

to be much

on

that

Nature has inserted a few unknowns
be treated by various means.

but

surface,

the

to

have

idea from the farm cream separator, which relies on
centrifugugal force to separate the milk from the
cream. He added a centrifugal unit directly to the
bottom of the fuel tank and connected this unit in
series to the fuel pump. The vapor is thrown out
before it reaches the fuel pump, thus allowing only
solid fuel to be taken in by the pump.
This

When the Wright Brothers built their first plane,
they merely used a small cylindrical tank and connected it to the carburetor with a short length of
copper tubing. This haphazard type of fuel system
continued

into the first World

War,

and

many

lives

were lost because of it. The designer at that time
thought the proper place for the fuel system was
directly over the motor. This was fine from a designer’s point of view, but one bullet through the
tank and the fuel was down on the hot motor—
well, one need not go further.

About 1926 the designers began to think about the
proper disposition of the fuel tanks. ‘The first plane
to appear with a little thought behind this problem
was the English “Supermarine S6” seaplane. This
plane carried the fuel in tanks located in the pontoons. The area inside the pontoons was previously
used for nothing but ballast. This was also the first
time the fuel had to be pumped to the carburetor,
for previous planes relied on a gravity type of fuel
feed system.

seems

Things

along

went

before World

War

smoothly

II, at which

until

about

time there was much

talk about so-called “strathosphere flying”. By this
time almost all planes were using fuel tanks located
in such a manner that the fuel had to be pumped to
the carburetor and with the call for higher ceilings
in planes there seemed to be the proper place for
Nature to throw a wrench in the gears.
It seems that. the gasoline practically refused to
be pumped at altitudes over twenty thousand feet,
unless the gasoline was acted upon before pumping.
At this altitude gasoline boils violently. ‘This boiling
releases a great quantity of vapor, which eventually
reaches the pump and promptly causes vapor lock.
In this state the pump will still operate, but pumps
nothing to the carburetor, hence engine failure.

Due to the invention of a Dayton man this diffculty has been

overcome.

This

person

borrowed

an

at least for the

time

delivery will have to be perfected.
—Dick

GaTEs.
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MY COLORED

MAMMY

There are many among my readers who do not
know much about the person I am going to write
Knowing her is a pleasabout, the Colored Mammy.
ure enjoyed mostly by children born in the South.
Tradition, yes, but a wonderful one. When I was a
child most of the families had a Negro woman who
cared for the children.

I think that my Colored Mammy
for some

a year

to be the answer,

being, but this system also has its limitations and
does not operate well over seventy-five thousand feet.
This altitude has not been found to be a practical
flying height, but in the near future we will exceed
this height, at which time a new means of fuel

of the finer points in my

was responsible
today.

character

The first seven years of my life are filled with pleasant memories
I called her)

of Aunt Mandie’s (yes, that was what
daily visits to my home. You see, she

did not live at our house, but across the hill in a

lit-

tle white cottage with her husband, Uncle Tom. With
the rising sun she would find her way across the hill
to us.

She was tall, with graying hair braided with cotton
string, and had the kindest smile I ever saw on a
black face. As years overtook her, she became stooped

and walked
illness

with a cane.

in our family,

Aunt

Always

Mandie

when

came,

there was
no

mat-

ter what the hour, day or night.

It was the height of my delight when lunch was
over and the dishes were washed to sit on the back
porch and listen to stories told by her. Poe himself

could not have surpassed her.

Occasionally I could

wheedle her into braiding my hair with cotton string
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like hers. It was she who mended my broken doll
and put a new wheel on the doll’s buggy. There was
never disappointment when I explored her pockets
for cookies. Many were the tears she dried from my
eyes. Cuts and bruises healed as by magic under her
skilfull hand.

‘Too often, I am

became

blind

and

had

to be

led

May

she

about, once walking miles to be led to my family.
Such is the devotion of the southern Negro. News of

her death came to me about two years later.

rest in peace.

God bless her soul.
—Epna

E.

Evans.
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HONOLULU AT NIGHT
The lights went off on Sunday night, December 5
1941.
When these lights went out on the streets
and the highways, on the lanes and on the rise of
the Saint Louis Heights, on Wilhelmina and Nuuanu,
the gay life of the city after eight o’clock was not to
be seen or heard for a time. The night clubs with
their signs, such as “Open 24 Hours Daily,” or “AL
ways Welcome,” are still there, but the drums are
silent and the piano keyboard is covered and the sax.
aphones are on the stands. Darkness is on the dance
floor and the white covered tables are like slabs in a
morgue.

The “honkey-tonks” of the River Street traffic
are not as numerous as they used to be and before
the sun has set for the night the once busy stores are
closed.
‘The buyers have been sent on their way.
Bars open at ten o'clock in the morning and close at
five in the evening, by three-thirty in the afternoon
“bouncers” have begun to shoo away thirsty customers,
because penalties for serving liquor beyond hours, or
for permitting customers to drink too much are strictly
enforced.
“Black-out” comes with twilight and ends at dawn.
Between these hours people find relaxation in many
new ways. When there is a full moon some people
stroll along the beach at Waikiki; others generally confine themselves to visits with their friends.
Parties
are now held in “blackout” ball rooms or in private
homes, but on warm nights the parties are generally
held on the lanai to the lawn, beneath a bright moon-

light or wartime “dimmed-out” lights. The radio is
a welcome friend and a source of entertainment more
than ever.
Page
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afraid, she was called

to mend the childish rents in my heart. I never overcame the burning desire to take just one puff from her
corn cob pipe. I never fully understood why I was
not permitted to do so. It may have been because
the doctor lived five miles away.
In later life she

Night life in Honolulu has created a closer family
life for the majority. In the dark of evenings people
have the tendency to talk and discuss the problems
of the day.
—SLOSSON JONG.

GONE

ARE

THE

DAYS

The most historic spot that I have ever visted is
the quaint town of Williamsburg, Virginia. The surroundings are in such conformity with a bygone period that an automobile seems definitely out of place,
a modern idea that belongs in a different world from
that of this old community.
The bricks of the picturesque buildings were made
from clay dug near the town. Today bricks are still
being made at the same place. For show purposes the
guides and the butlers in all the buildings are dressed
in the lavish styles of the seventeenth century. The
neat hedges and gorgeous flower gardens are the same
as they were three hundred years ago. From the cobblestone streets can be seen the old jail with the
stocks in front. Tourists like to have their pictures
taken with their hands and head sticking foolishly
through the holes.
Such points of interest serve to remind us that in
spite of the strife, labor, obstacles and defeats, the
carly settlers finally attained a grandeur, grace, and
vanity that will probably never be seen in America

again.

—ALICE

MILLAR.

abe
A FAIRYLAND
We do not have to go to California or to Florida
to see beautiful and thrilling sights. Nature has
carved a beautiful cavern at West Liberty, Ohio.

Little did the Indians and our forefathers know
of the glorious masterpieces in solid rock which are
found below the surface of the earth. It was not
till late in the last century that the eye of man
fell on these beautiful sights of crystal formations.
‘The caverns are now so wonderfully lighted by an
clectric system, that the effect is as unique as the
stalactites and stalagmites themselves, as from the
walkways ones sees into the inner parts.
The diversity of formation and of unexcelled coloring is even more interesting, because these beauties
are still forming. Each scene is an entire trip in itself
and every foot of the way opens new scenes of neverending beauty and variety.
—Doris WRricuHr.

With

the ASTU..
TROOP TRAINS

Of all the experiences that I have had since I entered the Army my trips on troop trains remain most
vividly in my memory. It seems to me that the characters of individual soldiers are more clearly revealed
there than at any other place. The actions and
thoughts .of these soldiers as they speed towards an
unknown place are as varied as the individuals and
their backgrounds.
In the rear of the car you may see a serious-looking
PFC gazing silently out of the window. We will
never know what his thoughts are, but probably he
is thinking of home and when he will see his home
again. ‘Two seats in front of him a smoking foursome discuss their home towns and compare pictures
of their girls. In another seat a soldier is reading and
across the aisle a soldier is diligently studying from
a small book.
In the front part of the coach the inevitable game
of dice is in progress. A half-dozen soldiers kneel on
the floor or sprawl on the seats and watch their
fortunes grow or disappear at the whim of Lady
Luck. When the train halts all crowd to the windows. Sometimes hawkers are there with candy and
cigarettes but usually there is nothing to do except
whistle at an occasional girl or menta!ly compare the
town with the dear old home town.
When the soldiers return to their seats speculation
as to their destination is renewed and someone
_remarks that he hopes to get a taste of the war in
the Orient while another will say that he is satified
to stay in the good old United States. Finally the
conductor turns off the lights and sixty “G I’s” fall
into restless slumber on the hard seats.
—GLENN FIsHER.

HOW A SOLDIER SPENDS
SATURDAY AFTERNOON
AND EVENING
In the soldier’s mind Saturday afternoon and evening are the times when he can have a little recreation and enjoyment. In our case here at the University
of Dayton, Saturday afternoon and evening probably
means more to us than to the ordinary soldier who

has a few extra nights off every week.
the first thing that pops into the solis to go to town. After buying a few

small articles he likes to go to a movie.

proves to be most
spending

some

interesting and

of his afternoon

educational.

By

this way he is able

to tell his friends and folks back home

about the

parts of the country in which he has travelled.
About five o’clock the soldier begins to think of
food and generally he goes back to his station to eat
supper. As evening comes the soldier may start out
for a date, or he may go to a dance if he does not
have a date for the evening. Saturday evening dances
are a great favorite with most soldiers because they
give the soldier an opportunity to meet people of his
own age in the section of the country where he is.
Other soldiers like to go roller skating or to participate in sports. Some also like to watch games played
by professional players.
In general a soldier likes to get away from the
same old weary job for a little while over the week

end. On

Monday

he is better able to carry on his

job with renewed energy and he has acquired a new
outlook on his work.
—Ro.anp J. BEENEY.
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IN EXPLANATION
I have been around to see all my teachers to tell
them why I did not do any of my homework but
the whole explanation should be written down. The

simple reason is that my roommate is the N.C.O. in
charge of the floor. That may not sound like a valid
reason, especially to any one not sleeping in our
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Generally
dier’s mind

can see only a few pictures he picks the title that
appears the most interesting or he may pick one
that has been recommended to him.
Another way a soldier likes to spend Saturday afternoon is to visit historical buildings or places, museums, libraries, parks or other points of general interest in the part of the countrv where he is stationed. ‘This type of recreation on Saturday afternoon

Since he

barracks,

but

at

the

end

of

this

week

I will

be

a

nerve-shattered wreck.
The N.C.O., short for non-commissioned officer,
has a very easy job. All he has to do is to keep an
accurate account of all the men sleeping on his
floor. If he is smart he will simply hang a piece of
paper outside his door and let everyone who feels the

urge

to visit sign

his name

and

destination.

Not

my roommate. He keeps the sign-out list on his
desk. As a result the room is constantly filled with a
procession of men filing in or out or sticking their

heads in the door to demand raucously if the N.C.O.
lives there. Unfortunately he does.
Page twenty-one

Besides the boys who honestly want to go to another room for help or advice there are the usual
number of goldbricks who merely want company. It
seems that their own roommates bore them and
they want to keep others from studying.. Kindly
souls. The last boy to sign out had a jig-saw puzzle
with him. But to give him the benefit of the doubt,
maybe he was going to study trigonometry, and was
using the puzzle to figure out the angles.
Oh, the boys are friendly, all right. There is no

doubt of that but there is nothing sacred to them.
They read my stories, smoke my cigarettes and sit on
my bed. Incidentally the ashes from my cigarettes
are dropped on the floor. It is even getting so bad
that I have to fight them off when I write a love
letter. As for my regular studies they are impossible.
It is hard enough for me to concentrate on physics
and :chemistry without all the unsolicited aid I am
getting. “Stop leaning on my shoulder, bud, you are
shaking my arm.”
I cannot even finish this composition. There are
too many interruptions, but even this short explanation will be sufficient to show why homework grades
are taking a slap downward over this week.
—H. K. Moyer.

este

AUTUMNAL

RAPTURE

The evening was beautiful and quiet but for the
faint breeze which blew the dry leaves along the
ground. The rustling sound of the dry leaves added
enchantment to the solemnness of the autumnal evening. Above the half bare limbs of the trees was the
harvest moon in all its splendor. The full moon glimmered through the atmosphere with a dreamy softness. It told of the time for harvest, when the
leaves of the corn were brown and the orange of the
pumpkins dotted the ground. It told of the quiet
mornings when the countryside would be clothed in

white and the odors of the wood fires would scent
the countryside. The bell of the country church would
ring clearly in the crisp airof the autumnal morning.
The heavens were obscured by the odd formations
of billowy clouds. The soft light of the moon on the
delicate clouds, with the darkness of night as a
background, caused the clouds to shine with a pale
blue color. The formation of the clouds was geometrical, and as I stared wonderingly at the sky they

seemed to form-the appearance of a satin comforter
filled with down.

I had the momentary

sensation of

feeling the softness that it portrayed.
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—Davw E. Foutz.

FALL
eax

good

champion

in

any

sport

is

the

one

who

goes down or out in a blaze of glory. Every year the
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same

cycle

of

champions

occurs

within

Nature’s

ranks. ‘The cool, verdant beauty of life gives way to
the cold, strangling hand of death.
The fall season of the year is the time when this
struggle between life and death takes place. The
battlefield is larger by far than any that man_has
ever fought on. The carnage and the destruction is
terrible. But it is at this time while the life of Nature
is in its last throes

of death,

that Nature

proves

its

mettle and the right to be called a champion; for
life gives way to death, literally, in a heroic blaze
of glory.

‘The participants in this battle of battles are numbered by the millions. Almost every bush and tree
contributes an uncounted number of warriors. Each
warrior is of different size and color. This makes for
a constant and varied beauty which Nature gives to its
battlefields.
The struggle is short and furious and lasts usually
no longer than a few months. And then the wind
whistles in triumph through the trees.
But man can learn an excellent lesson from this
battle of Nature. For each year Nature again puts
new resources into the fields and life again holds
sway—even though it knows the eventual battle with
death is unavoidable and unbeatable.
—CorneE.tus Roepa.
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ON GETTING UP IN THE
MORNING
No other bell rung in Alumni Hall produces the
same kind of effects as those produced by the bell
that is rung at six o’clock in the morning. This bell
to the Army is reveille. The instant that the bell
begins its disturbing clamor the lights in the rooms
show through the glass windows in the doors, one
after the other in quick succession. From some rooms
comes the sound of hearty grumbling, and from others
only the sound of soldiers scrambling to get in their
clothes. The brisk morning air together with the
necessity of beating assembly acts as an eye opener
to the boys.
At formation, when everyone has been accounted

for and

the

Officer

of the

Day

yells

“dismissed”

there is a grand rush for the doorway. Any of the
boys who happens to falter in the path of this

stampede

usually

makes

their

weary

way

up

the

stairs at the tail end of the company.
Irving Berlin may have been very popular with
the soldiers of 1918 when he wrote the song about

“Some day I’m going to murder the bugler,” but
he spoke of an Army that was not housed in buildings equipped with electric bells. Mr. Berlin had the
correct

idea

but

he

forgot

attended to the bells system.

to put

in a verse

which

—EvucENE Mapes.

A WITNESS

TREE

By Rosert F Rost
(Henry Holt & Company)
March 1943 was an important month in the history of American poetry. On March 13 all lovers of
stirring, democratic verse were shocked by the news
of the untimely death of Stephen Vincent Benet. A
few days later Robert Frost published his first book
of poems after a silence of six years; the appearance
of this new anthology dispelled in some measure the
heavy clouds of mourning caused by the death of
America’s greatest ballad-singer.
Mr. Frost’s new work is entitled A Witness Tree.
The quaint and delicate portrait of the author which
serves as a frontispiece creates a sympathetic and
confidential atmosphere conducive to the proper contact between the poet and his audience which is
important always. After having enjoyed several of
the poems the reader comes to realize that here
again we have Robert Frost at his best. His nature
lyrics and short love poems tug strongly at our emotions and make us ardently desire that we might
appreciate God’s world as fully and love it as richly
as the poet does. The gentle satire upon materialism
hid beneath the few words used in his shorter poems,
such as An Equalizer; the simple but deep truths
found in both his short and long philosophical
poems, such as Carpe Diem and Time Out, plus the
lovely human touches in To Young for School remind
us that our guide to the home of the Winged Horse
is a New England nature lover who never forgets that
every adequate and due response to a value makes a
man a richer personality.
—WILi1AM Dorsey.
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BARRIERS DOWN
By Kenr Cooper
(Farrar & Rinehart)
Monopoly of the news services by three European
agencies had more to do with the outbreak of the
war than any other one cause, is the contention of
Kent Cooper, general manager of the Associated
Press. In his recent book, Barriers Down, Mr. Cooper

asserts that news bulletins from Europe were colored
in such a way to give advantage to certain countries,
while practically lies were told about others.
The beginning of the story was the arrival of a
seemingly insignificant telegram at the New York
offices of the Associated Press in 1914. It was a simple
matter, a mere request for news from La Nacion of
Buenos Aires. The difficulty was that the Associated
Press could not answer it.
Mr. Cooper conducted an investigation and consequent crusade, which to tell would be to tell the
contents of his book, which uncovered a monopoly
on news service held by the British Reuters, the
German Wolff, and Havas of France.
The ideal toward which Mr. Cooper was working
when he set on this crusade is a fine one—one which
Americans can appreciate. He wanted and was working for the establishment of an international news
service which would be a non-profit organization, made
up of various newspapers throughout the world, and
which would transmit only facts.
This book is a factual account of the long struggle
to break the monopoly carried on by the author, Kent
Cooper, brought up to date to the beginning of the
war.
Written in journalistic style, the work reminds one
of reading a long account of political entanglements,
but will prove interesting to those who have a genuine
—Kay Kunka.
liking for journalism.

ate
AMERICA IN THE NEW PACIFIC

By Georce E. ‘TAYLOR
(Macmillan)
This work is a summation of the Pacific origins of
the Second World War and the reasons we are in it.
At the beginning of the book the author relates the
historical issues regarding the conflict with Japan. He
tells also of the Chinese domestic policies and their
importance in relationship to the war effort.
The author sets forth a number of pertinent questions which he attempts to answer and does; however,
they are that type of answer which leaves the reader

with a desire to reach his own conclusions and hence

Page twenty-three

modify the considerations put forth, to suit his own
mind. Mr. Taylor recalls the history of the last
century, and says concerning the attack on Pearl
Harbor that it was “the logical conclusion of many
decades of policy’ during which time the Japanese
imperial attitude collided with the concensus of American opinion. The author believes that this is the
beginning of a revolutionary change affecting the
whole of Asia, and mentions the roles to be played
by China, India, Soviet Russia, and the United States

in aiding or constructing this process. Mr. Taylor assigns to the United States the task of protecting the
movement from interruption and subversion by a
Japanese overlordship worse than the one it threatens
to displace.

there are men

of valor and

courage

who

are devoted

to our cause in the struggle for a better world.
—Dortir

Ler Raney.
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THE

LARKS
By

Atsert

OF

UMBRIA

P. ScHIMBERG

(Bruce)

and

The Larks of Umbria is a very interesting book
about St. Francis of Assissi. He was born of wealthy
parents and was used to the comforts and luxuries of
the rich. From his early years till his sickness in
1209 when he was twenty-seven years old he dressed
fashionably and spent money lavishly. In 1209 while
he was assisting at the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass on
the feast of St. Matthias he received an inspiration
from the gospel of that day. He was so impressed by
our Lord’s words to His Apostles that he considered
these words as a revelation to himself and from that
day forth he set out to live in accordance with the
holy gospel.

same subject matter, in order that all might benefit

Much to the disapproval of his father, Francis gave
up his worldly possessions and vowed to live a life
of poverty. He soon gathered an intimate and devoted
group of followers about him and they called themselves “The Larks of Umbria” after the birds who
sang for them constantly.

His

treatment

policy

may

ernments,

be

of the

motives

summarized:

economies

and

of the American

“westernizing

cultures

the

of East Asia,”

goy-

he often states that we are fighting to retain our
“leadership of Asia.” He is rather indefinite as to
just what our policy should be, for, in speaking of
China: “We cannot allow Japan to rule them, we
cannot conquer and police them ourselves, we can
only hope to help them now in such a way that
their future will be adjusted to ours.”
This interesting book by Mr. Taylor leads us to
hope that in the future he may write another on the

by his sound observations, which will undoubtedly be
modified by the turn of events, and hence be more
complete as to the solution to problems which were
so clearly brought to light.
—Rosert ALTHOFF.
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THE SEVENTH CROSS
By

ANNA

SEGHERS

(Little, Brown)

‘This is a story of an escape, shortly before the outbreak of war. Seven political prisoners broke from a

Nazi prison camp in Westhofen.

Only one, George

Heisler, remains uncaptured. In the courtyard of the
prison camp seven crude crosses are erected for the
punishment of the fugitives. The seventh cross intended for George Heisler waits in vain and becomes
an inspiring symbol of freedom.

Into

the

tense

suspense

of

a man-hunt,

Anna

Seghers has laid open to the world the anxiety and
worry of our times. The writer portrays each character
with distinctive grandeur and nobility. Always in the
sorrowful heart there is deep search for a spark of hope.

The

Seventh

will open

Cross

written by a German

the eyes of any

reader

writer

to the realization

that in the tragic and fear-ridden land of Germany,
Page

twen ty-four

Much can be learned from this most readable
biography of St. Francis. He did a great deal of missionary work against the teachings of the heretics of
his time. There was never a sacrifice too great for
Francis. He would gladly give his last bit of food or
his clothing to any one more poverty stricken than
he was.
The deep reverence and respect that he had for
priests was indeed unusual. He always maintained that
even though a priest might be a sinner and his hands
not stainless “the power of the sacraments administered by him is not diminished thereby.”
The reader tends to recall many of the beautiful
scenes in the life of St. Francis long after The Larks
of Umbria has been closed and placed back on the
shelf. I think any one who reads the book will find
himself thinking about it often.
Francis’ burning love for the Holy Eucharist, his
fervent devotion to the Virgin Mother, and his firm
belief in the Word of God are all emotions exquisitely

depicted by the author. I would definitely recommend
the reading of The Larks of Umbria

to everyone.

—Marira
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CHESTERFIELDS you know you’re

getting the best tobaccos that money can buy —
but that’s not all... . the world’s best cigarette tobaccos, yes... but the blend — Chesterfields’ Right
Combination— that’s the thing.
That’s why your Chesterfields are Milder and
Better-Tasting...that’swhy they always SATISFY.
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